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the world is your pleasure, you can use it at your will. Dear ones, I see you all about me still, I yield my place; but one more glass I will drink with you; and while drinking I would say my last word—were it possible I woxild be remembered by you as a young man: but 1 know too well that the young never realise that the old were not born old. Farewell."
I shivered; the cold air of morning blew in my
1 closed the window, and sitting at the haggard and overworn, I continued my noveL
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